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ASCENSION DAY was commissioned and first presented by the 
Young Conservatory at the American Conservatory Theater 
(Edward Hastings, Artistic Director; John Sullivan, Managing 
Director), San Francisco, California, in August, 1990. It was 
directed by Craig Slaight; musical direction was by Maureen 
McKibben; and the assistant to the director was Svetlana 
Litvinenko. The cast was as follows: 
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CHARACTERS 


RANDY, 16 

CHARITY, 16 

FAITH, Charity’s sister, 18 
JERRY, 17 

DANNY, 16 

WESLEY, 17 

JUNE, 18 

JOYCE, 16 

MARY-LOIS, 17 


SETTING 


The Solid Rock Lutheran Bible Camp, Lake Wissota, Wiscon- 
sin, late in May, 1947. 


A NOTE TO THE DIRECTOR 


Throughout the play, the young characters sing hymns. When 
this occurs, the notation "SINGERS" is used. It is left to the 
discretion of the director to decide how many and which of 
the cast participate in the hymn-singing at different points in 
the play. In the San Francisco production, the entire cast sang 
at times; other hymns were sung in quartet, trio, duet and 
solo. 


ASCENSION DAY 


Scene 1 


(Sunday night. We're in the meeting hall of the Solid Rock 
Lutheran Bible camp located on a Wisconsin lake. It’s 1947. 
The lights are very low, and in the near darkness a group 


of teenage girls and boys sing.) 


SINGERS. 

Blessed assurance, Jesus is mine! 

O what a foretaste of glory divine! 

Heir of salvation, purchase of God, 
Born of His Spirit, washed in His blood. 


This is my story, this is my song, 
Praising my Savior all the day long; 
This is my story, this is my song, 
Praising my Savior all the day long. 
(A single light rises on a 17-year-old boy.) 


RANDY. Hello. Some of you here at camp know me as Randy, 
some of you don’t know me. Most of you don’t know me. A 
few of you know me as Boner. I’m from Stanley, all the friends 
I have here at Solid Rock Lutheran are from Stanley, that’s 
northeast of Eau Claire and west of Wausau and way northwest 
of Madison, and anyway we’re from Our Savior’s over in Stanley 
and we’re glad to be here. For some of you, this is your first 
time here, this is my second time, I guess nobody here has 
been here more than twice since this is only the second year 
that camp has been open after shutting down during the war, 
but now Japan lies in ruins and we’re all glad to be back. Pas- 
tor Tollefson asked for testimonies and ... I don’t know, no- 
body else got up, so I guess I’m it. We’re going to be doing 
this for the next week, it'll probably get easier as we go along, 


but ... It’s not always easy to talk about how you stand with 
Jesus. Kids think you’re strange if you do, but most of the kids 
I know, they already think I’m strange so, you know, I don’t 
have an awful lot to lose. Anyway. I used to have terrible skin. 
But it says in the Bible, if you have faith the size of a mustard 
seed, you can move a mountain. And I don’t know, but I be- 
lieve that’s just what I did with my acne. 


Scene 2 


(Sunday night. Charity and Faith are sitting on Faith's bed. 
Faith is brushing Charity’s hair.) 


CHARITY. I don’t think I could ever do that, how am I ever 
going to do that? 

FAITH. Charity, nobody gets out of here without giving a tes- 
timony. 

CHARITY. Imagine talking in front of everybody about your 
complexion problems. 

FAITH. Judging from his skin, we’re still waiting for the mir- 
acle. 

CHARITY. Oh, did you think? I thought he was adorable. 
FAITH. With you, Charity, this is a broad category. 
CHARITY. Strange, but cute as a bug. What was his name? 
Randy? 

FAITH. Oh! Listen. Those loons again ... (They listen to the 
wailing of loons across the lake.) 

CHARITY. I’m glad you’re our junior counselor. 

FAITH. So am I. 

CHARITY. It’s just ... Well, I’m sorry, Faith, but just please 
try to remember that in some ways it’s not easy, having the 
person in charge of your whole cabin be your sister. 

FAITH. You’re afraid I’ll embarrass you. 

CHARITY. Well you know what I mean. 

FAITH. Oh, I do. I'll cut back on the chewing tobacco and 
I'll only spit on the floor after the lights are out. 

CHARITY. You get it from Mother, you’re so sarcastic, both 


of you. (Beat.) If you could just, you know, be a little more ... 
I don’t know ... Easy-going. 

FAITH. What does that mean? 

CHARITY. Like, if a boy smiles at you, you don’t have to turn 
to stone or anything. 

FAITH. What on earth ... ? 

CHARITY. You just don’t act like the other girls and that 
makes them, I don’t know ... 

FAITH. (Overlapping.) I certainly hope I’m not like the other 
girls ... 

CHARITY. ... uncomfortable. 

FAITH. ... for one thing, I’m older than the other girls ... 
CHARITY. Only a year and a half ... 

FAITH. ... I’m not a giggling sixteen-year-old. 

CHARITY. There, that’s just the sort of thing I mean. We’re 
not supposed to giggle or laugh, we’re not supposed to goof 
around or have a good time or ... 

FAITH. Charity, of course I want you to have a good time, I 
don’t know what you’re talking about. (Beat.) I want you to 
have a good time. This is a very special place, this camp meant 
so much to me last year, I want it to be the same for you, I 
really do. (Beat.) Listen, it’s simple. I’ll just ask Pastor Tollefson 
to assign me to another cabin, it doesn’t matter to me. 
CHARITY. No, Faith, I’m sorry ... 

FAITH. Really it doesn’t. 

CHARITY. No, really. 

FAITH. June can take the Naomi cabin, I’ll take the Ruth 
cabin, it’s no trouble at all. 

CHARITY. No, please ... 

FAITH. I think I’d be better with the younger girls anyway. 
CHARITY. I wish I hadn’t said a thing, I really do. 

FAITH. I’m not just saying this ... 

CHARITY. Faith, no! Please. I think I’m just nervous, is all, 
it’s the first day, I just want ... you know, people to like me. 
(Beat.) You met somebody here last year, didn’t you, that’s why 
it was so special. 

FAITH. I met lots of people. 

CHARITY. A boy, I mean. 


FAITH. And I accepted our Lord ‘as my personal Savior. 
CHARITY. Is he here again this year? Wesley? (Faith stops brush- 
ing Charity’s hair.) You wrote his name on the inside back cover 
of one of your notebooks. About a dozen times. (The cries of 
the loons rise again, demented, maniacal.) 

FAITH. There they go again. 

CHARITY. They’re going crazy out there. 

FAITH. It’s so mournful, it’s so lonely and despairing. (They 
listen.) 

CHARITY. (Finally.) Can you imagine being that horny? 
FAITH. Honest to goodness, Charity, why do you insist on 
reducing everything to ... 

CHARITY. To what? 

FAITH. To the lowest common denominator, that’s what. 
CHARITY. You can’t even say it, you can’t even say the word. 
FAITH. Anyway, you don’t know a thing about loons. 
CHARITY. And nothing’s beautiful to you unless it’s mournful 
and awful and sad and ... touching. 

FAITH. They have half a dozen different cries and each one 
has a different purpose. 

CHARITY. I’m just so frightened you'll turn into a spinster. 
FAITH. There’s one for alarm, there’s a feeding call, and yes, 
of course, there’s mating, obviously. 

CHARITY. My sister, the spinster Sunday School teacher. 
FAITH. There’s one particular cry for when they’re lost, for 
when they’ve become separated and can’t find each other. It’s 
a terrible cry, I’ve heard it, it’s so terribly desperate. 
CHARITY. Just please ... I need you. I’d be twice as scared if 
you weren’t here. 


Scene 3 


(Sunday night. Jerry, Wesley, Randy and Danny stand on the 
end of a dock in the lake and look upward. The loons on 
the lake are even louder out here. Jerry drinks from a pint 
bottle of brandy.) 


JERRY. (To the others.) So you’ve seen the girls, who do you 
think’ll put out? 

RANDY. They’ve been seeing them all over the country all of 
a sudden. 

DANNY. I read about them somewhere, they call them flying 
saucers. 

WESLEY. And you’re saying you saw one here, last year. 
RANDY. I did, Wesley, I swear! 

JERRY. (To Randy.) God, you’re strange. 

RANDY. They’re trying to communicate with us, they’re trying 
to make contact. 

DANNY. This thing I read said it was the Air Force trying out 
a new secret weapon to get the Russians. Either that or it was 
the Russians trying out something new to get us. 

JERRY. Am I the only one here interested in a little poon? 
WESLEY. The irony would be if it were true, if superintelli- 
gent beings actually succeeded in crossing the galaxy, only to 
make contact with Randy. 

JERRY. (To Wesley.) God, you ever talk English or do you 
always use words like that? 

RANDY. Some people are saying that when we dropped the 
atom bomb on the Japs, they could see it out there on the 
other planets and so they’re making contact now because now 
they know we’re a superior species. 

JERRY. Great, we don’t got one, we got two walking dictionar- 
ies. 

DANNY. How about that one girl, what’s her name? 

JERRY. Yeah, I think I know the one you mean, I think you 
could be right. 

DANNY. Va-va-va — voom! 

JERRY. There’s two of them, they’re sisters, and you can just 
tell, one of ‘em’s ready to pop. What the hell’s her name? 
RANDY. If you guys aren’t serious about this I think you 
should go back in the cabin. 

DANNY. Sounds good to me, it’s cold out here. Jerry, you let 
Duane catch you with that bottle, Pastor Tollefson’s going to 
barbeque your tail on the end of a weenie fork. 


RANDY. They’re not going to appear unless you’re serious. 
JERRY. Yeah, well, you’re not gonna get laid unless you get 
serious. These two got names, it’s like they’re from the Bible. 
DANNY. Oh yeah, I remember, lemme think. 

RANDY. There! That light! You see it? 

WESLEY. Randy, we see it. It’s a cabin, on the other side of 
the lake. 

RANDY. Oh, yeah. 

JERRY. Faith! 

DANNY. Faith, yeah, that’s it. The other one’s okay, too, the 
sister. 

JERRY. The other one is second prize. Maybe third or fourth. 
What I do is I make a list, and then either I cross ‘em off or 
I don’t, see what I mean? 

WESLEY. You can write? 

JERRY. Oh, I bet your teachers just love you. Where’re you 
from? 

WESLEY. (To Randy.) So, Boner, this thing you saw in the sky, 
can you describe it? 

RANDY. Sure I can, it started as a point of light, like a star, I 
was standing right here on the end of the dock taking a leak 
into the lake, and I didn’t think a thing about it until it started 
moving, slow at first and then, golly, it just came at me, and 
it was getting bigger by the second, and it sort of pulsed, and 
it went from white to red, and from red to purple and it was 
getting bigger all the time. 

WESLEY. And all this time you were holding your penis in 
which hand? 

RANDY. Hey! 

JERRY. (To Wesley.) So where’re you from, asshole? 

WESLEY. Uranus. 


Scene 4 


(Low light. The young people sing. At some point during the 
following, Mary-Los steals a glance at Randy, and Randy 


returns 1t.) 
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SINGERS. 

Ye watchers and ye holy ones, 

Bright seraphs, cherubim and thrones, 
Raise the glad strain, 

Alleluia! 

Cry out, dominions, princedoms, pow’rs, 
Virtues, archangels, angels’ choirs, 
Alleluia! Alleluia! 

Alleluia! Alleluia! 

Alleluia! 


Scene 5 
(Tuesday morning. Wesley approaches June.) 


JUNE. Wesley! You’re early. 

WESLEY. Am I? 

JUNE. Welcome to class. Anyway, you’re only, what? Two min- 
utes early. One. You’re not even early. Hi. 

WESLEY. Hi. 

JUNE. So how have you been? I’m fine. 

WESLEY. What’s this class, I forget. 

JUNE. Nature Tips. 

WESLEY. Nature Tips. 

JUNE. I thought about you, every now and then. 

WESLEY. I’m just terrible with names ... 

JUNE. June. 

WESLEY. June, of course. 

JUNE. Wasn’t last year great? I thought last year was great. I 
suppose you’ve seen Faith. 

WESLEY. I’ve seen her, I haven’t had a chance to talk to her. 
JUNE. You haven't? You better get busy, Mister. She looks so 
good. 

WESLEY. She always looks good. 

JUNE. Oh, I know, I know. I just think she looks ... even bet- 
ter. 


WESLEY. She’s very good looking. 
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JUNE. I’m getting married. 

WESLEY. Congratulations. Best wishes. Whatever it is you're 
supposed to say. 

JUNE. In the fall. To a soldier. (Danny enters with Randy.) 
WESLEY. I guess that would have to be the pinnacle of a 
young girl’s dreams. 

JUNE. Oh, Wesley, I always loved the way you talk. 

DANNY. Oh, Randy, I always loved the way you talk. 

RANDY. Go sit on a tack. 

JUNE. You children sit down, you’re late. I hope you've stud- 
ied the manual. 

DANNY. Children? 

RANDY. She’s worse than Duane. (Joyce enters with Mary-Lois.) 
JOYCE. Hi, June. 

MARY-LOIS. Hi, June. Hi, Randy. 

JUNE. Have a seat with the others, Wesley. Joyce, I hope I 
can count on you to lead the class? 

JOYCE. I worked on it last night. 

DANNY. (To Randy.) You can tell just by looking at her, she’s 
memorized the manual. 

JUNE. I have just a couple of reminders before we get going. 
Those of you who are in Nature Tips today will be in Junior 
Lifesaving tomorrow, and those kids in Junior Lifesaving today 
will be in Nature Tips tomorrow. Junior Counselors Duane and 
Faith will be leading the classes for the Littlke Lambs, and 
Kenny and I are taking the classes for the Pilgrims of Prog- 
ress. With Faith assisting me when she can, and me assisting 
her when J can. Just so you’ll know who your group leaders 
will be. (Danny snores, Randy enjoys the performance.) That’s ador- 
able, Danny. And it just got you two more demerits. (Danny 
“wakes up. ”) 

DANNY. What? Who? Where am I? 

JUNE. Joyce has written an essay for today’s class and I’d like 
to ask her to share it with us now, while I go check on the 
Little Lambs. Joyce? (Joyce stands, unfolds a sheet of paper.) 
JOYCE. The title of my essay is “Nature: Friend or Foe?” 
DANNY. (To Randy.) I’m having the most terrible nightmare. 
JOYCE. June? 
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JUNE. Just keep it up, Danny. 

JOYCE. “Nature can be a wonderful thing. But there are some 
things in nature we have to be careful of, especially here at 
camp.” (June leaves.) “Some of the things you have to be care- 
ful of are chiggers, wasps, deer flies, horse flies and ticks. Be- 
fore you go to bed each night, be sure you check your body 
for chiggers and ticks.” 

DANNY. Hey, Joyce, I’ll check you for chiggers if you check 
me for ticks. 

JOYCE. I’m telling June. 

DANNY. Great, we can all check each other. 

MARY-LOIS. Hey, come on, kids ... (Wesley leaves.) 

JOYCE. “Skunks carry rabies and so do raccoons: avoid them. 
Rain is God’s gift to us, but if you are out in a boat you could 
be killed by lightning. Go to shore at the first sign of light- 
ning. When you see three leaves, leave it alone: it could be 
poison ivy.” (Danny motions to Randy, the two of them rise.) 
MARY-LOIS. (Fierce whisper.) Randy! (Randy shrugs apologetically, 
and follows Danny out.) 

JOYCE. “The three main poisonous plants are poison ivy, poi- 
son oak and poison sumac. Avoid them. As we sing in the 
hymn, ‘This is my Father’s world, I rest me in the thought,’ 
but never forget: it’s also a very dangerous place.” Thank you. 
MARY-LOIS. Excellent. That was excellent. 


Scene 6 
(Wednesday evening.) 


SINGERS. 

This is my Father’s world, 

And to my listening ears 

All nature sings, and round me rings 
The music of the spheres. 

This is my Father’s world, 

I rest me in the thought 
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Of rocks and trees, of skies and seas, 
His hand the wonders wrought. 
(A single light rises on Mary-Lots.) 


MARY-LOIS. Hi, I’m Mary-Lois Becker and I’m from Spooner. 
Tomorrow is Ascension Thursday, the day Our Lord left us to 
go up to heaven, and Sunday we get on the busses and go 
home. If this year’s anything like last year, a lot of us aren’t 
going to want to get on that bus. Oh, sure, it'll be good to 
see our folks again ... 

JERRY. No, it won’t. 

MARY-LOIS._... it’ll be good to see our folks again and to 
sleep in a bed that’s not filled with sand, a real bed, not an 
old army cot. And I for one am not going to miss the mos- 
quitoes one little bit. But you know what I mean ... 

JERRY. No, we don’t. 

MARY-LOIS. What I mean is, with the exception of certain 
individuals, we’re already making new friends, and getting 
closer to old friends, and by the end of the week it’s just going 
to be terribly hard to say goodbye. 

JERRY. Hey Mary-Lois, it’s hard already! 

WESLEY. Hey, Jerry, why don’t you shut up? 

JUNE. Yeah, Jerry, why don’t you shut up. Pastor gave us this 
time on our own for a reason. 

JOYCE. Yeah, Jerry. 

MARY-LOIS. Hey, come on, kids ... 

RANDY. Yeah, Jerry, why don’t you shut up. 

DANNY. Yeah, Jerry. 

MARY-LOIS. Kids, come on, this is supposed to be a time of 
devotion ... (Jerry stands, a little unsteadily.) 

JERRY. Bunch ‘a creeps. (Jerry slowly exits. As he does so, some of 
the kids applaud.) 

MARY-LOIS. (After a long unhappy pause.) To say goodbye to 
our friends at the end of this week is going to be terribly hard. 
The friends you make at camp, by the side of a lake, it’s dif- 
ferent somehow than ordinary life. The smells are different, 
there’s the smell of the pine forest, and the watery smells of 
the lake, the reeds, the water plants, campfire smoke. Melted 
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marshmallows and chocolate. (Some scattered cheers for this.) A 
skunk in the woods. (Scattered boos.) The sounds are different, 
too. There’s the water lapping against the shore, of course. 
There are the loons. The junior counselors blowing their 
whistles. (A mix of cheers and boos.) And for the rest of your life, 
I just have this feeling, for me anyway, that the smell of wood 
smoke is always going to make me think of some of you. Ill 
see you. I’ll hear a loon or bite into a piece of chocolate and 
I'll see you. Just as you are now. Never any older. Forever. 
Anyway, Jesus made his friends at the side of a lake, too. For 
Him, and for them, there was the sound of the water lapping 
on the shore. The smell of a campfire, of fish cooking on the 
coals. I’m sure he was happy to go home to see His Father. 
But think how hard it must have been for Him to leave, too, 
how terribly hard. And then try to imagine how it must have 
been for them who were left behind. They had three years with 
the best Person they’d ever known, Someone who had changed 
their whole lives forever, and now, suddenly they were alone 
with the sound of the water on the shore. And everywhere they 
looked or smelled or listened, there were all these reminders 
of what they didn’t have anymore. Let us pray. 


Scene 7 


(Wednesday night. Outside, Jerry and Charity sit on a bench. 
It is quite dark. Jerry offers a brandy botile to Charity.) 


CHARITY. Oh. No. (Jerry drinks from the bottle.) It wasn’t nice. 
The way they treated you tonight. (Jerry finishes the bottle. He's 
about to throw the empty bottle into the woods when Charity interrupts.) 
Don’t. Somebody might find it and ... I don’t know what they’d 
do, send you home, call your parents, it’d be awful. 

JERRY. The hell do I care? 

CHARITY. Here. I’ll put it in my purse. A bunch of us are 
going into town in the morning, I'll drop it in a garbage can. 
(Jerry looks at her incredulously.) No, 1 mean it. (Jerry gives her the 
bottle and she puts it in her purse.) Your name is Jerry? I mean, I 
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heard the others ... You know, calling you Jerry. Hi. 

JERRY. Your sister’s name is Faith, right? 

CHARITY. Yes. 

JERRY. How old is she? 

CHARITY. My name is Charity. 

JERRY. Right, I knew that. (Pause.) That’s a nice name. 
CHARITY. Oh, I just hate it 

JERRY. Yeah, I suppose you could. (Pause.) 

CHARITY. Where do you live? 

JERRY. Chippewa Falls. 

CHARITY. No, really, where are you from? 

JERRY. I just told you. 

CHARITY. You’re kidding me. I don’t believe it. 

JERRY. Why would I joke about a thing like that, I hate it. 
CHARITY. I don’t believe it, I just ... That’s where J live! 
JERRY. Oh, yeah? Well, we just moved there. 

CHARITY. That’s wonderfull! 

JERRY. It’s the crummiest little hole I ever saw. 

CHARITY. Well, yes, I guess it’s not the greatest little ... Where 
were you living before? 

JERRY. In the second crummiest hole I ever saw. 

CHARITY. Well. (Beat.) Hi, neighbor! 

JERRY. Yeah, right. (Jerry takes a good look at Charity.) You know, 
you're really nice. 

CHARITY. I suppose I ought to be getting back to the din- 
ing hall. 

JERRY. I mean it. The others, they’re so damned stuck up. 
CHARITY. Well, you know, sometimes people just don’t under- 
stand other people. 

JERRY. What is it about me everybody hates so much? 
CHARITY. People don’t hate you, Jerry. 

JERRY. Yeah? Tell it to the Marines. 

CHARITY. Why don’t we just go on into the dining hall for 
some hot chocolate? 

JERRY. My old man was killed in Saipan. 

CHARITY. Oh, I am just so sorry. 

JERRY. He was a hero, he got six Japs before they got him. 
CHARITY. You must be so proud. 
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JERRY. He couldn’t stand me. 

CHARITY. Oh, I don’t believe that for a minute. 

JERRY. Yeah, well, maybe not, but he sure got a kick out ‘a 
beating the shit out ‘a me. 

CHARITY. Oh, Jerry ... 

JERRY. The guy my mom’s married to now, he pretty much 
leaves me alone. 

CHARITY. Well thank goodness for that at least. 

JERRY. He knows I’d kill him. Let’s go for a walk. 

CHARITY. It’s so late, I really think we should just go on into 
the dining hall. 

JERRY. I’m not going back in there. 

CHARITY. Jerry, sooner or later you’re going to have to. 
JERRY. Don’t you want to be with me? 

CHARITY. Sure I do, Jerry. Let’s go on in together. 

JERRY. I thought you were different, I really thought you liked 
me. 

CHARITY. I do. I just think ... 

JERRY. So come on. 

CHARITY. I don’t know ... 

JERRY. Just a little walk. Down to the dock and back. 
CHARITY. Well ... 

JERRY. Please? 


Scene 8 


(Wednesday night. Faith, June, Mary-Lois and Joyce sit and 
stand on a flight of steps behind the dining hall, dnnking 
hot chocolate. Over the lake, there’s a moon.) 


JOYCE. On a night like tonight I can’t imagine a thing wrong 
with the world. 

FAITH. You should get a better imagination. 

JUNE. Faith, she’s fine, stop worrying. 

FAITH. It’s ten-thirty. 

MARY-LOIS. Gosh, I had no idea. 

JOYCE. When do you suppose the moon’ll be full? It’s pretty 
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close. 

FAITH. Full moon, June the first — first quarter, June the 
ninth — new moon, sixteenth of the month. 

JOYCE. How do you keep track of things like that? 

FAITH. I pay attention. If I hadn’t promised her I wouldn’t 
act like her sister while we’re here, I’d kill her. 

JUNE. When are you going to talk to Wesley? 

FAITH. June, just don’t. 

MARY-LOIS. (To Joyce.) Are you going with us into town in 
the morning? 

JOYCE. No, I’ve got Junior Lifesaving. It’s strange, when you're 
out here it’s as though things like towns don’t exist, the rest 
of the world doesn’t exist. 

MARY-LOIS. Oh, I know. 

FAITH. It’s been nearly a week, if he wants to talk to me he 
can come up and talk to me. 

JUNE. Not when you’ve got a look like that on your face. 
FAITH. A look like what? 

JUNE. I don’t know. Mount Rushmore. 

FAITH. I am sick to death of people telling me I turn to 
stone, I don’t turn to stone, I am not made of stone, I am 
made of all the ordinary things people are made of. (Beat.) 
JUNE. Pardon me. (Long uncomfortable pause, which Joyce tries 
to cover with a song, unsuccessfully.) 

JOYCE. (Singing.) “By the light of the silvery moon, I want to 
spoon ...” (She trails off. Long pause.) 

FAITH. (To June.) What are you doing in the fall? 

JUNE. Oh, it’s going to be crazy. George gets demobilized at 
the end of August, we figure he’ll be back home by the first 
week of September, just in time to help finish getting the crops 
in. Mom’s already working on the dress, and I'll start sending 
out the invitations and working on the bridesmaids’ dresses and 
turning Dad’s den into a home for George and me and that’s 
going to be no picnic, believe me, I think Dad wishes he’d 
never said okay, he’s really going to miss that den. You’re going 
to like your dress, I think, at least I hope, just a very pale 
purple taffeta with a delicate white lace. The groom’s 
dinner’ll be at Weston’s Steak House and the rehearsal din- 
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ner’ll be at the hotel, and we’re renting the American Legion 
club for the reception, and by the thirty-first of October I’ll 
be Mrs. George Nyquist. 

FAITH. Oh, yeah, I forgot. (Beat.) 

JUNE. Faith, you just say things like that to annoy people, you 
didn’t forget my wedding for goodness sake. 

JOYCE. (To June.) Gosh, I envy you. 

JUNE. (To Faith.) What are you doing this fall? 

FAITH. I don’t know. Dad’ll hire me at the feed-store, I guess. 
JOYCE. Marrying a soldier. 

JUNE. What about college? Out of our whole class, you were 
going to be the one who went to college. 

FAITH. Out of our whole class, you mean all nine of us? Yeah, 
I guess I thought so, too. Chippewa County Community Col- 
lege. Maybe I still will. Dad doesn’t see the point of it. At first 
I was upset, but now I’m not sure I can see any point either. 
MARY-LOIS. I can’t help it, I want to start having babies. As 
long as I can remember I’ve just wanted a baby, a whole lot 
of babies, I love babies. 

FAITH. Did you ever wonder, if we didn’t happen to be born 
here, if we were born somewhere else, everything would be 
different? 

MARY-LOIS. What do you mean? 

FAITH. I don’t know. (Pause.) 

JOYCE. What is it about a moon that makes you want to be 
with someone so bad? 

MARY-LOIS. I asked my Aunt Elinor, she’s a spinster, I asked 
her if she ever missed having children, gosh, I could have bit 
my lip. She said, No, I’ve got my nieces and my nephews, and 
then she went upstairs to bed with a migraine headache for 
the rest of the day. 

JOYCE. When I said the moon made me want to be with 
someone, I wasn’t talking about children. 

JUNE. Joyce, we know what you were talking about. 

JOYCE. Or your Aunt Elinor. (The girls laugh a litile. Long pause. 
Singing.) “By the light of the silvery moon, 

I want to spoon ...” 

JOYCE and MARY-LOIS. “... To my honey I'll croon love's tune, 
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Honeymoon keep a-shining in June, 

Your silv'ry beams will bring loves dreams 

We'll be cuddling soon, 

By the silvery moon.” 

(Silence. Then it’s broken by the sound of someone clapping.) 

JOYCE. Oh, my gosh. 

JUNE. Who’s there! (Wesley walks from the shadows up to the 
steps.) 

WESLEY. That was very nice. 

MARY-LOIS. Well it wasn’t very nice to scare us half to death. 
JOYCE. I can hardly breathe, I’ve never been so scared in all 
my life. 

JUNE. Come on, girls, time for bed. 

JOYCE. Oh, do we have to? 

JUNE. I had a hard enough time getting the Jitle girls to bed, 
now I don’t want to hear a peep out of you. (Joyce and Mary 
Lois get up and start out, followed by June.) 

JOYCE . We’re going, we’re going. 

MARY-LOIS. Goodnight. 

JOYCE. Goodnight, Faith. Goodnight, Wesley. 

FAITH. No, I’m going in, too. 

JUNE. (Like a dart.) Faith. (They exit, leaving Faith and Wesley 
alone.) 

FAITH. How long were you out there? 

WESLEY. What is it about a moon, you lose all track of time? 
FAITH. You’re not funny, you may think you’re funny but 
you're not. 

WESLEY. I’m sorry. It’s good to see you. 

FAITH. Since when? You’ve been seeing me all week. 
WESLEY. You’re not the only one who’s a little shy. 

FAITH. Wesley, you are not shy. I am not shy. We are not 
shy. 

WESLEY. May I sit down? 

FAITH. You can stand on your head for all I care. (Wesley sits.) 
WESLEY. It is pretty, the moon. 

FAITH. Okay, I’m turning in. (Faith stands.) 

WESLEY. Please. Don’t. I’m sorry. 

FAITH. Thanks for all the letters. 
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WESLEY. I didn’t have anything to say. 

FAITH. Goodnight. 

WESLEY. Okay, that’s not true, I Just didn’t know what to say. 
FAITH. This would be precedent-setting. 

WESLEY. Please sit down. (Faith stands for a long moment look- 
ing out into the night.) 

FAITH. Whatever happened to you? You just disappeared. 
WESLEY. I know. 

FAITH. Oh, Wesley, why did you have to go and ruin every- 
thing? 

WESLEY. Did I? 

FAITH. I think so. 

WESLEY. Forever? 

FAITH. I don’t know. (Pause.) 

WESLEY. Let’s go. Let’s just the two of us go. 

FAITH. What? 

WESLEY. I’ve got my brother’s car here. We could be packed 
up and out of here in an hour. 

FAITH. Wait a minute, what are you talking about? 

WESLEY. Half an hour. I’m ready to blow up and so are you, 
I can see it, we’re just the same, that’s why we found each 
other last year. If we don’t get out of here, we’ll die, we'll start 
screaming or laughing and we won’t be able to stop. 

FAITH. Hold on, Wesley, just calm down. What on earth is 
wrong? 

WESLEY. You know what’s wrong, you were just saying what's 
wrong, what’s wrong is where we were born and if we don’t 
get out now it’s going to kill us. 

FAITH. I think you must not be feeling well. 

WESLEY. No, I’m not feeling well, I can’t feel at all in this 
place, with these people, and neither can you. What’s wrong? 
You going to work for your father in a feed-store, that’s what. 
Jesus, that poor girl so excited she can hardly stand it because 
she gets to marry some farm boy she’s known all her life and 
move into her father’s basement? And the others, they envy 
her, they actually do! Babies, all I want to do is have babies, 
lots and lots of babies for the rest of my miserable life, it’s 
pathetic, it’s horrifying. And Pastor Tollefson with his wretched 
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testimonies, How I Found God and Got Rid of Pimples, Faith, 
I just can’t take it any more and neither can you. Why should 
we? We don’t have to, where is it written that because we were 
born in a trap we can’t ever get out of it? Where? 

FAITH. So what are you proposing, exactly? 

WESLEY. Chicago. Chicago. 

FAITH. Wesley, that’s a city, not a proposal. 

WESLEY. We get in my brother’s car and go, you and me, 
we could be in Chicago by morning, we could see the dawn 
coming over Lake Michigan. 

FAITH. And then what? 

WESLEY. I don’t know exactly. We sell my brother’s car, we 
get a place to stay, we get jobs. We go to the University. 
FAITH. The University of Chicago? 

WESLEY. Of course. With your mind? Why not? We were born 
here, Faith, we sure as hell don’t have to stay here. (Pause.) 
FAITH. This is crazy. Why now? 

WESLEY. Someone throws a rope to the man who’s sinking 
in quicksand, he says, “Not now, I’m busy sinking.” (Pause.) 
FAITH. What about Charity? 

WESLEY. Charity’s not like you, you told me that, Charity will 
be fine here. 

FAITH. What about my parents? 

WESLEY. You’ve got all these people in your life saying “I 
need you, I depend on you, I need you, I need you,” and it’s 
not even true, you’re just handy, if you weren’t here for them 
to use, they’d just use someone else. 

FAITH. You didn’t even write. 

WESLEY. I’m writing you now. Faith, Come with me, Yours, 
Wesley. (Beat.) 

FAITH. You’re crazy. 

WESLEY. You know, you do look a little like a figure on 
Rushmore. 

FAITH. You are deeply terrible. 

WESLEY. Jefferson, I think. (Wesley kisses her, she is awkward and 
wishes she weren't. He tries to kiss her again and she breaks away.) 
FAITH. Don’t. 

WESLEY. Why not? 
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FAITH. For starters, I’m not particularly good at it. 

WESLEY. Well, there’s only one way to learn. 

FAITH. You didn’t. Last year. You didn’t even try. 

WESLEY. When I think how young I was, it’s embarrassing. 
FAITH. But now, having spent the past year in a bordello near 
Wausau you’re so much older. (Beat.) 

WESLEY. You're crazy if you think you can stay here with these 
people and survive. 

FAITH. Not a letter, not a postcard, not a word in ten months 
and you’re asking me to marry you? 

WESLEY. I’m not asking you to marry me. I’m asking you to 
live with me. 

FAITH. In sin? 

WESLEY. In Chicago. (Long pause.) 

FAITH. I'll think about it. (Fazth begins to leave.) 

WESLEY. Soon. Faith? 

FAITH. Not tonight. 

WESLEY. Soon. (She is gone.) 


Scene 9 
(The young people sing.) 


SINGERS. 

Abide with me! 

Fast falls the eventide; 
The darkness deepens; 
Lord, with me abide. 
When other helpers 

Fail and comforts flee, 
Help of the helpless, oh, 
Abide with me! 
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Scene 10 


(Thursday morning in the Naomi cabin. Charity and Faith 
sit on Faith’s bed, and Charity brushes Faith’s hair. Both girls 
are far away and very much apart.) 


CHARITY. This is going to have to be quick, the bus leaves 
for town in a few minutes. 

FAITH. Yes. 

CHARITY. What a great morning. 

FAITH. Yes. Have a good time in town. 

CHARITY. I will. 

FAITH. Good. What are you going for? 

CHARITY. Faith? 

FAITH. Oh, of course. 

CHARITY. It was your idea. 

FAITH. Props for the skit, I’m sorry, I just ... 

CHARITY. Honey, are you sure you’re awake? 

FAITH. I’m awake. 

CHARITY. You’re just so ... Where were you last night, I fell 
asleep trying to wait up for you. 

FAITH. Oh, you know. Thinking. Anyway, where were you? 
CHARITY. In bed, sleeping. 

FAITH. No, before. 

CHARITY. I took a walk. 

FAITH. Well, you were out way too late, I was worried sick 
about you. 

CHARITY. So you took a long walk to think about it? (Beat.) 
It’s not like when we were little, you don’t need to keep track 
of me every minute of the day. 

FAITH. No. I don’t, do I. 

CHARITY. You certainly don’t. (Beat.) 

FAITH. You're getting along pretty well with Mom and Dad 
these days, aren’t you. 

CHARITY. Yes. I guess so. Why? 

FAITH. Good. (Beat.) And your grades are getting better, 
aren’t they. 
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CHARITY. Faith, what is all this? There is no one on earth 
who knows my grades better than you, you know my grades 
better than me. 

FAITH. Better than I. 

CHARITY. Than I. 

FAITH. I love you, Charity. 

CHARITY. Gosh, you can be strange. 

FAITH. Have you met anybody nice? 

CHARITY. Maybe. (Charity stops brushing Faith’s hair.) Okay, 
you're ready to go out and lick the world. 

FAITH. Well I sure don’t feel like it, I feel like the wreck of 
the Hesperus. It’s Randy, isn’t it? And you were right, he is 
kind of adorable. 

CHARITY. I’ve got to go. 

FAITH. Charity, do you let him kiss you? 

CHARITY. Faith! 

FAITH. I’m sorry. 

CHARITY. If I don’t go now, they'll leave without me. What 
about you? 

FAITH. Oh, I’m not going yet. 

CHARITY. No, I mean, have you seen that certain special 
someone whose name starts with “We” 

FAITH. Charity, the way you put things sometimes, it’s enough 
to make a goat throw up. 


Scene 11 
(Thursday morning. Danny stands, June, Joyce, and Jerry sit.) 


DANNY. The purpose of artificial respiration is to get a per- 
son who isn’t breathing to breathe again. (Faith joins them.) 
JUNE. You’re late. 

FAITH. I know. 

JUNE. Have a late night? Anyway, you can be the victim. 
DANNY. Breathing can stop for several reasons. Electrocution, 
heart attack, drowning and death. The goal in artificial respi- 
ration is to avoid death in the other person and yourself. In 
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electrocution, DO NOT TOUCH THE VICTIM! 

JUNE. Danny, please. 

DANNY. It was in capital letters in the book. 

JERRY. What a dodo. 

JUNE. Never mind, just ... 

DANNY. In electrocution, do not touch the victim until you 
have cut off the electricity to the victim. In heart attacks, I 
haven’t read that chapter yet. 

JUNE. Just go on to drowning, Danny. Faith is going to be 
our victim, do we have a volunteer to demonstrate lifesaving? 
(Beat.) Anyone? 

JERRY. Sure. 

JUNE. You studied the manual? 

JERRY. I know how to do it. 

JUNE. Okay, good. Do you two want to stand there, while 
Danny takes us through the procedures? 

DANNY. If the victim is still in the water DO NOT ENTER 
THE WATER UNLESS YOU HAVE TO! 

JOYCE. He’s impossible. 

JUNE. It’s really very simple, Danny, do you want your certifi- 
cate or not? 

DANNY. Okay, okay. If you can stay on shore, or on the dock, 
or in a boat, throw the victim a life-preserver or a rope. 
JERRY. Faith, catch! (Jerry mimes throwing Faith a rope; Faith 
mimes catching it.) 

FAITH. Thanks. 

DANNY. If the victim is close enough, hand them an oar if 
you have an oar. (Jerry and Faith mime this action.) 

JUNE. Class, what has Danny forgotten? (Joyce waves her hand 
madly. Danny mimics her, waving.) Joyce? 

JOYCE. He didn’t send someone to get help. 

DANNY. Joyce, go get help, you really need it. 

JOYCE. Oh, you are so funny. 

FAITH. Are we doing this or not? 

DANNY. Okay, okay, first you send someone to get help. Es- 
pecially if she really needs it. Then, if the victim is close 
enough, you use a rope or a life-preserver or an oar if you have 
an oar. Friends, Romans, Countrymen — lend me your oars. 
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JUNE. Joyce, take over. 

DANNY. No, please, I can do it. 

JOYCE. If the victim is not within reach of the shore or a 
boat ... 

DANNY. Please? 

JERRY. Ah, let the dodo do it. 

JOYCE. If the victim is not within reach of ... 

JUNE. It’s your last chance, Danny. 

FAITH. Come on, Danny, it’s my last chance, too, I’m drown- 
ing. 

JOYCE. June, no fair, you said I could. 

FAITH. Joyce, you stand in danger of growing up to be a ter- 
rible drip. 

DANNY. If you have to go in the water to save the victim, 
always approach the victim from behind. 

JUNE. Jerry? (Jerry takes a position immediately behind Faith.) 
DANNY. Make a crook out of your left arm and put it around 
the victim’s neck. 

JOYCE. (Waving her hand in the air.) That’s if you’re right- 
handed, if you’re left-handed you do it with your right arm. 
DANNY. Thank you, Miss Two-Shoes. 

FAITH. (To Jerry.) Okay, go easy. 

JERRY. Don’t worry, I know how to do this. (Jerry puts his left 
arm around Faith’s neck.) Hey, it’s okay. 

FAITH. I know, I get tense. 

JERRY. It’s okay. 

DANNY. DO NOT LET THE VICTIM, sorry, do not let the 
victim control you. If the victim is thrashing too hard ... 
JUNE. Class, there’s something Danny missed, what is it? 
DANNY. Miss Two-Shoes? 

JERRY. The talking, you gotta be talking to them all the time, 
letting them know it’s gonna be all right. It’s gonna be all 
right, Faith, don’t worry. 

FAITH. If you say so. 

JERRY. Just relax now, let me carry you. 

DANNY. But no! She’s thrashing around and pulling you 
under. Thrash, thrash, pull, pull! JERRY, JUST LET GO! 
JERRY. I’m not gonna let go of you, Faith, you just let your- 
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self go limp and I'll carry you home. 

JOYCE. But he’s supposed to let go and start again if she’s 
thrashing. 

FAITH. Joyce, I’m not thrashing, do you see me thrashing? 
(Jerry’s arm is around Faith’s neck, and the two of them walk slowly, 
Jerry stroking with his right arm as though he were slowly swimming.) 
JERRY. My old man did this for me once. 

FAITH. Really? 

JERRY. He saved my life. 

DANNY. (Singing.) 

“Here comes the bride, 

Long, tall and wide ...” 

JERRY. Shoot, he’d do anything for me. The Germans got him 
during the Normandy Invasion. 

FAITH. I’m very sorry. (Pause.) 

JUNE. That’s really good, guys. (Randy runs in.) Okay, you’ve 
got the victim on shore. Now what do you do? 

RANDY. Excuse me. 

JUNE. Randy, please. Joyce, I want you to take us through 
artificial respiration. 

DANNY. Roger and out. 

RANDY. (To June.) Can I talk to you? 

JOYCE. You lay the victim on their belly on the ground and 
you clear their mouth of vomit and if they’ve swallowed their 
tongue you pull it back out and you turn their head to the 
side. 

JUNE. Excellent. 

JOYCE. You press down on their back, two, three, you lift up 
from their elbows, two, three ... 

RANDY. Excuse me. Faith, Charity’s in trouble. 

FAITH. What? 

RANDY. In the hardware store, I asked her to lend me forty 
cents for a flashlight and she opened her purse and Pastor 
Tollefson saw a brandy bottle in it, there was a bottle of brandy 
in her purse. He’s calling your parents. (Jerry disengages himself 
from Faith. The others draw away from her. Charity enters and sits.) 
CHARITY. Please don’t look at me like that. 
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Scene 12 
(Low lights. The young people sing.) 


SINGERS. 

Just as I am, without one plea 

But that Thy blood was shed for me 

And that Thou bidd’st me come to Thee, 
O Lamb of God, I come, I come. 


Scene 13 
(Thursday. Faith and Charity alone. Charity is terrified.) 


CHARITY. Please don’t look at me like that. 

FAITH. I’m not looking at you, I don’t even want to look at 
you. (Beat.) Who did Pastor talk to, Mom or Dad? 

CHARITY. Mom first, then Dad. 

FAITH. Oh, gee. (Pause. Loons on the lake.) Did you talk to 
them? 

CHARITY. Just to Mom, for a minute. Dad wouldn’t. 

FAITH. How did she sound? 

CHARITY. Imagine the worst. 

FAITH. Deeply disappointed. 

CHARITY. Deeply disappointed. 

FAITH. But they’re not necessarily coming? 

CHARITY. They’ll come, I know they will. Dad wouldn't miss 
a chance like this. And I have to give a testimony that Pastor 
Tollefson approves of. Pastor Tollefson said he was doing me 
a favor by not sending me home. I think I’d really rather die. 
FAITH. No, you wouldn’t. (Beat.) Charity, what have you been 
doing? 

CHARITY. I never drank a drop. 

FAITH. Then how ... ? 

CHARITY. I can’t tell you. 

FAITH. This affects more than just you, you know, it affects 
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me, I had plans, I had hopes. 

CHARITY. What are you talking about? I’ve never been so 
humiliated in all my life and I’m about to get killed for some- 
thing I didn’t even do, and all you’re thinking about is your- 
self. 

FAITH. Did you get it from Randy? 

CHARITY. I can’t tell you. Even if I told you, how is that 
going to help me with Dad or Pastor Tollefson or Mom? “Dad, 
I didn’t drink any, this boy I know drank it all and gave the 
bottle to me,” they’d kill me. 

FAITH. How far has it been going? Have you been going all 
the way with him? (Beat.) Charity? 

CHARITY. You’re eighteen years old, Faith, and for all I know 
you've never even been kissed. I’m not the abnormal one. 
(Beat.) 

FAITH. I’m sick of you. I’m sick of you and these people and 
Dad and all of it, and I’m not going to wait around for the 
explosion, I’m getting out of here now. 

CHARITY. Well go then! Anyway, where would you go? 
FAITH. When I’m not here you’ll just use somebody else. 
(Charity goes to Jerry, leaving Faith alone.) 


Scene 14 
(Thursday evening. Chanty and Jerry.) 


JERRY. What are you talking about? What do you want me to 
do? (Beat.) This isn’t anything, this is nothing. 

CHARITY. You don’t know our father. 

JERRY. An empty pint of brandy? 

CHARITY. You don’t know him. 

JERRY. Does he hit you? 

CHARITY. No. 

JERRY. Then what the hell are you so afraid of? 

CHARITY. He looks at you. 

JERRY. You’re crazy. He looks at you? If I tell them the bottle 
was mine, I get sent home and that asshole beats me bloody, 
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but you are afraid somebody’s gonna look at you. 

CHARITY. You said he doesn’t touch you. 

JERRY. Well he does, all right? He does. Shit. I wish I never 
met you. 

CHARITY. Jerry, please, I’m sorry, I didn’t know. I'll be all 
right, really. Just don’t say you wish you never met me, you 
know how much I love you, I showed you how much I love 
you. 

JERRY. Oh, go away. Lemme gol! 


Scene 15 
(Low light. The young people sing.) 


SINGERS. 

Just as I am and waiting not 

To rid my soul of one dark blot, 

To Thee, whose Blood can cleanse each spot, 
O Lamb of God, I come, I come. 


Scene 16 
(Thursday night. Randy and Mary-Loivs.) 


RANDY. Mary-Lois, please? Come down to the dock with me, 
they’re coming tonight, I know it. It’s terrible being the only 
one who’s seen it, I want someone else to see it. 

MARY-LOIS. Why me? 

RANDY. I don’t know. Because you’re a believer. 
MARY-LOIS. That’s a different thing altogether. 

RANDY. Because you believe in things you can’t see, you be- 
lieve in things other people don’t believe in. 

MARY-LOIS. That doesn’t mean I believe in ... Randy, I don’t 
even know what you’re talking about, what am I supposed to 
be believing in? 

RANDY. I don’t know, exactly. Me? 
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MARY-LOIS. Well that goes without saying. 

RANDY. Really? (Beat.) 

MARY-LOIS. Last year you didn’t even look at me. 

RANDY. Last year I had terrible skin. 

MARY-LOIS. Boy, you don’t know a thing about women. (Beat.) 
How do you know they’re coming tonight? 

RANDY. You’ll laugh. 

MARY-LOIS. Now that’s one thing you know I won’t do. 
RANDY. They told me. (Pause.) 

MARY-LOIS. Well, if they told you, we’d better be there to 
say hello. 

RANDY. Gosh. You’re great. 

MARY-LOIS. You think so? 

RANDY. Yes. 

MARY-LOIS. Then why for the love of Pete didn’t you ever 
Say so? 

RANDY. Come on, let’s go. (They leave.) 

MARY-LOIS. How, exactly, did they tell you? Randy? 


Scene 17 
(Thursday night. Faith approaches Wesley.) 


WESLEY. Faith! 

FAITH. I’m sorry, did I startle you? I just couldn’t wait an- 
other minute, I should have knocked. 

WESLEY. No, it’s fine. 

FAITH. By now you'll have heard about the scandal. 
WESLEY. What? Oh, your sister, yeah, I’m sorry. 

FAITH. It just came to me, how tired I am of all of this, you 
were right, this isn’t for me, I don’t belong here, I belong with 
you and both of us belong somewhere else, a long long way 
from here. 

WESLEY. Faith, just a minute now, calm down. This isn’t life 
or death, is it? 

FAITH. No, it’s just death. It’s not the religion so much, it’s 
how they understand it, which is not at all, they don’t get it, 
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there’s no room in their puny little hearts to get it and their 
minds are tiny and I’m just sick of it. You’re going to think 
I’m terrible, but I just realized ... It’s hard to say it, even, but 
I just realized that I don’t even like my Dad, he’s so hard, it’s 
like he’s made of stone, and he’s on his way here now with 
that stone look of his and I know that I could turn out that 
way, I could turn to stone if I don’t get out now. (Beat.) I’m 
sorry, I just ... (Beat.) What’s that? That’s a suitcase. Is that your 
suitcase? (Pause. Faith begins to be frightened.) Great. You’re all 
packed up. 

WESLEY. I was going to come by. 

FAITH. I’m not packed but I could be. In about one split 
second. (Beat.) Why were you coming by? (Beat.) Wesley, did I 
wait too long? 

WESLEY. Last night, I spoke without thinking, I should have 
thought about it all before I said a thing. (Beat.) 

FAITH. And? (Beat.) You’ve had a chance to think, so now 
you can talk. Talk. 

WESLEY. For one thing, there’s my brother’s car. I can’t just 
take it, he worked all last summer to get that car, it was a big 
deal him lending it to me, it wouldn’t be right, he was doing 
me a favor. 

FAITH. I see. 

WESLEY. So I figure, first I’ll go home, I’ll see him and we'll 
talk about it, maybe he can give me a lift, you know? 

FAITH. Oh, of course. 

WESLEY. And then there’d be my parents to deal with, and 
borrowing money, and if you were with me, God, the questions, 
it’d be really uncomfortable for you. 

FAITH. Terribly. 

WESLEY. I mean, it wasn’t fair to you, it wasn’t fair to me, 
we haven’t even been going together, and here I was, asking 
you to pack up and run out on everything and ... 

FAITH. And live with you. 

WESLEY. Yes, it was crazy. I mean, God, Faith, one kiss? 
FAITH. Crazy. 

WESLEY. I’m going to be in touch, this time I'll write. (Beat.) 
As soon as I get to Chicago, I'll ... 
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FAITH. (Overlapping.) ’ll look forward to that. 

WESLEY. Okay. 

FAITH. I’ll look forward to that. (Wesley picks up his suttcase 
and goes.) 


Scene 18 


SINGERS. 

Our God, our Help in ages past, 
Our Hope for years to come. 
Our Shelter in the stormy blast, 
And our Eternal Home. 


Scene 19 


(Faith sits on a bench. After a few moments, Jerry enters. It 
is quite dark.) 


JERRY. Who is that? Is that you? 

FAITH. I have no idea. 

JERRY. Faith? 

FAITH. Go away, Jerry. I’m not in the mood to talk. 

JERRY. Neither am I. (Pause.) I need you. 

FAITH. Oh, great. Perfect. (Beat.) 

JERRY. Can I sit here? 

FAITH. May I. (Beat.) 

JERRY. May you what? 

FAITH. Sit down, Jerry. (Jerry sits.) 

JERRY. I’m not feeling too good. 

FAITH. Neither is anybody. (Faith looks at Jerry.) You’re really 
kind of a mess, aren’t you. And still you swagger around here 
like you’re Frank Sinatra. 

JERRY. Tonight is the third anniversary of my Dad’s death. 
(Beat.) 

FAITH. You have a father you can be proud of. 

JERRY. Goddamn nght. 
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FAITH. Don’t swear, I don’t like it. 

JERRY. Sorry. (Beat.) Did I swear? 

FAITH. Jerry, would you put your arm around my neck? 
JERRY. Sure. (He does so.) That was pretty good today, in Jun- 
ior Lifesaving. (Beat.) I saved your life. (Faith kisses him.) From 
the minute I saw you ... 

FAITH. Don’t say a word. 


Scene 20 


SINGERS. 

A thousand ages in Thy sight 

Are like an evening gone, 

Short as the watch that ends the night 
Before the rising sun. 


Scene 21 
(Thursday night. Charity alone.) 


CHARITY. Faith? Hello? Where is everybody? Faith? (The loons 
on the lake are crying wildly.) Where did everybody go? (Loons.) 
Please? 


Scene 22 


(June, Danny and Joyce on a bank above the lake. Loons 
crying.) 


JUNE. Here on the banks of Lake Wissota, right here where 
we’re sitting, there was a settlement of Chippewa Indians about 
a hundred years ago, and this particular tribe was very impor- 
tant in the Chippewa Nation. It was, I don’t know, a capitol 
city or something. Or royalty, the members of this tribe were 
very high up in the scheme of things. 
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DANNY. And once upon a time ... 

JOYCE. Just listen, will you? 

JUNE. And once upon a time, in this tribe, there was a prin- 
cess. 

DANNY. I knew it. 

JOYCE. Gosh, you irritate me. 

JUNE. That’s because he’s in love with you, Joyce, learn to 
recognize the signals. (Danny briefly puts a finger down his throat 
and gags.) Anyway, it’s the old story: the princess was supposed 
to marry the prince of a neighboring tribe, but of course she 
was already in love with a young hunter of her own tribe. They 
found them the night before the wedding ceremony was to 
take place. They were in a canoe out just there, beyond the 
point, trying to escape, when a fleet of canoes set out from 
the shore to stop them. The princess told her hunter to go 
on paddling, while she picked up the hunter’s bow and started 
shooting. The legend says the water was stained red in the 
moonlight with the blood of the pursuers. But in the end, they 
overtook the young couple and the princess’s father, the great 
chief of them all, boarded their canoe. It was all over in a 
moment: the chief’s spear in the hunter’s heart, and the 
hunter sinking to the bottom of the lake. Before anyone could 
do anything, the beautiful princess dove after him, swimming 
down, down through the dark water, searching for her lover. 
And she’s been searching for him ever since. Sometimes, on a 
moonlit night, you can see her, glowing red with blood, sur- 
facing like a loon and crying because she can’t find him. (Beat.) 
And that’s the story of Lake Wissota. 


Scene 23 


(Jerry goes to the bench and sits heavily. He looks around, 
takes a pack of cigarettes from a pocket and lights one. Faith 
enters and sits on the bench. Long silence.) 


FAITH. Let me have one of those. (Jerry flips a cigarette from 
his pack, tamps it, grves it to Faith and lights it for her. She puffs 
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without inhaling.) What do you want to do when you ... What 
are you planning to do when you get out of school? 

JERRY. I don’t know. You? 

FAITH. I’m already out of school, I’ll work at my father’s feed- 
store in the fall as a cashier. 

JERRY. I worked in a filling station last year. 

FAITH. Oh, yeah? 

JERRY. Hated it. (Pause.) 

FAITH. I'll probably move up to accountant after my first year. 
JERRY. I might join the army. 

FAITH. Your father was in the army? 

JERRY. Hell, no. 

FAITH. Which branch was he in? 

JERRY. Oh, yeah, for a couple of years he was. (Jerry looks 
around.) Boy, it’s like the place is deserted. (Pause.) 

FAITH. I hate it. This cigarette, I hate it. (She drops it on the 
ground and steps on it.) 

JERRY. I got something you might like. (Jerry takes a pint of 
brandy from a pocket. He uncaps it and offers it to Faith, who makes 
no move to touch it, but stares at Jerry.) Don’t you want some? 
FAITH. This is what? 

JERRY. Four-Stars. 

FAITH. And Four-Stars is what? 

JERRY. God. Brandy. (Beat.) 

FAITH. You bastard. You son of a bitch. 

JERRY. Hey, what I do? (Faith stands.) 

FAITH. You bastard. You bastard. (Fazth leaves.) 


Scene 24 
(Thursday night. Faith goes to Charity’s bed and shakes her.) 
FAITH. Charity. Charity. 
CHARITY. Stop that, I’m not asleep. 
FAITH. I’m so sorry, I’m so sorry for the things I said, 


Charity, I love you, I get sick of you sometimes, everyone gets 
sick of everybody sometimes, but I care about you and I worry 
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about you and I’m so terribly sorry. 

CHARITY. Okay, okay. (Beat.) I love you, too. Where on earth 
were you? Where was anybody, nobody was anywhere. 

FAITH. You’ve got to stop it with Jerry, he’s a terrible per- 
son, I don’t want you to see him ever again. (Beat.) 

CHARITY. Who told you it was him? 

FAITH. He’s disgusting, he doesn’t care about anyone, and 
he’s the most terrible liar and I hate him with all my heart. 
(Beat.) 

CHARITY. Why would you say such awful things? Who’s been 
talking to you? 

FAITH. Nobody’s been talking to me, I just know. (Beat.) 
CHARITY. Faith, that is so cheap. I never thought you could 
be so cheap. To be so jealous, just because I’ve got a guy and 
you don’t. 

FAITH. Oh, for God’s sake. 

CHARITY. Don’t you ever talk to me about Jerry again. Geez, 
this hurts. I love him, Faith, you may not know what that word 
means but I do. (Beat.) 

FAITH. There’s nothing I can say, is there. 

CHARITY. We’ve got Dad and Mom coming tomorrow, and I 
have to have a testimony ready, and I want to hear it from you 
that you will not tell them about me and Jerry until we’re en- 
gaged. 

FAITH. Engaged. 

CHARITY. Nothing, Faith, I don’t want a word out of you. 
It’s going to be hard enough as it is. 

FAITH. I’m in quicksand. I’m sinking. (Loons on the lake, wild, 
frantic, desolate.) 
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Scene 25 
(The young people sing.) 


SINGERS. 

A thousand ages in Thy sight 

Are like an evening gone, . 

Short as the watch that ends the night 
Before the rising sun. 


Time, like an ever-rolling stream, 
Bears all her sons away ... 


Scene 26 


(Thursday night. Randy and Mary-Lois on the end of the 
dock.) 


MARY-LOIS. It’s so hard to believe. 
RANDY. I know. 

MARY-LOIS. It’s so beautiful. 

RANDY. Yes. 

MARY-LOIS. It moves so fast. 

RANDY. Yes. 

MARY-LOIS. I’m a little scared. 

RANDY. So am I. 

MARY-LOIS. I think it’s coming from God. 
RANDY. I never thought of that. 
MARY-LOIS. But don’t you think maybe it could be? 
RANDY. Here it comes. 

MARY-LOIS. Let’s have lots of babies. 
RANDY. Wow. Okay. Not yet, okay? 
MARY-LOIS. Hold my hand. 

RANDY. I’m holding it. (Lights out.) 


END OF PLAY 
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THE COCKTAIL HOUR 
BRILLIANT TRACES 

HENRY LUMPER 

PLAYERS IN A GAME 

WOMAN AND WATER 
SLEEPING DOGS 

THE DAY ROOM 

COUSINS 

DEMON WINE 

THE TRICKERIES OF SCAPIN 
THEN AND NOW 

REBEL ARMIES DEEP INTO CHAD 
WAITING FOR LEFTY 

JULIET, YANCEY, APRIL SNOW 
ROOMMATES 


Write for information as fo 
availability 
DRAMATISTS PLAY SERVICE, Inc. 


440 Park Avenue South New York, N.Y. 10016 
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New 
PLAYS 


THE HEIDI CHRONICLES 
ITALIAN AMERICAN RECONCILIATION 
LOVE LETTERS 
ZERO POSITIVE 
CASH FLOW 
SAVED FROM OBSCURITY 
DEEP SLEEPERS 
DALTON’S BACK 
PLAYING WITH FIRE (after Frankenstein) 
RIGHT BEHIND THE FLAG 
ABSTINENCE 
WOMEN AND WALLACE 
THE MAN WHO CLIMBED THE PECAN TREES 


Inquiries Invited 


DRAMATISTS PLAY SERVICE, INC. 


440 Park Avenue South New York, N. Y. 10016 
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NEW 
PLAYS 


APOCALYPTIC BUTTERFLIES 
ANCIENT HISTORY 
BEEN TAKEN 
A FLEA IN HER EAR 
THE HEART OUTRIGHT 
FOG ON THE MOUNTAIN 
MR. WILLIAMS AND MISS WOOD 
OATMEAL AND KISSES 
PVT. WARS (Fu!! Length) 

TO CULEBRA 
REASONABLE CIRCULATION 
ASCENSION DAY 
THE DOCTOR WILL SEE YOU, NOW 
THE LAST GOOD MOMENT OF LILY BAKER 


Write for information as to 
availability 
DRAMATISTS PLAY SERVICE, Inc. 


440 Park Avenue South New York, N.Y. 10016 


NEW 
PLAYS 


CARNAL KNOWLEDGE 
THE LOMAN FAMILY PICNIC 
THE MOONSHOT TAPE 
A POSTER OF THE COSMOS 
THE MODEL APARTMENT 
AMATEURS 
CARBONDALE DREAMS 


SALLY BLANE, WORLD’S GREATEST 
GIRL, DETECTIVE 


MOON OVER THE BREWERY 
THE MEETING 
THE STONEWATER RAPTURE 
THE SHOW MUST GO ON 
SEEING SOMEONE 
IF WALLS COULD TALK 


Write for information as to 
availability 
DRAMATISTS PLAY SERVICE, Inc. 


440 Park Avenue South New York, N.Y. 10016 
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